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(LINES WRITTEN IN PRISON;
I THAT erst while the world's sweet air did draw, (Graced by the Fairest ever mortal saw) Now closely pent, with walls of ruthless stone. Consume my days and nights, and all alone.
When I was wont to sing of shepherd's loves,
My walks were fields and downs and hills and groves;
But now (alas) so strict is my hard doom,
Fields, downs, hills, groves and all's but one poor room.
Each morn'as soon as daylight did appear, With Nature's music birds would charm mine ear; Which now, instead of their melodious strains, Hear rattling shackles, gyves and bolts and chains.
But though that all the world's delights forsake me, I have a Muse and she shall music make me: Whose airy note, in spite of closest cages, Shall give content to me and after ages.
Nor do I pass for all this outward ill, My heart's the same and undejected still; And, which is more than some in freedom win, I have true rest and peace and j6y within.1588-1667              GEORGE   WITHER
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